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light of an andon pore over Buddhist scriptures and
occasionally write short poems known as ianka. He
prepared all his simple meals and did everything:

that was required in the house with scrupulous care.

One day when Takahama was sitting in his garden
under a red torii, close to a lake almost completely
covered with lotus, his little girl friend, Ayame, came
to him with a broken doll.

" See," said she wistfully, sitting down by the old
man^s side, " my doll is broken, my doll is dead."
Then, as if afraid of her next words, she whispered,
" There is no one I love quite so much as this Toku-
taro-San " [boy doll].

tc Ah, that is indeed sad," replied the old man.
" There is nothing for it but to present your Tokutaro-
San to Kojin, for he loves and protects the remains
of dolk. He lives in the enoki tree. I have such a
tree in my garden. It has a warm brown hollow in
the trunk. We will lay your doll there, Ayame/'

Takahama rose, took the child by the hand, and
with much gentleness and many prayers he laid the
broken remains of the doll in the hollow.

As they stood sorrowfully by the tree, Ayame said :

" Where does love go when dolls die ? "

fc Little one,93 replied the old man softly, " love
doesn^t go anywhere ; it lingers, waits always. The
same love will come back again when later on you
nurse not a doll but a child of your own. Yes,
Ayame, love lingers, waits always."